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Babysitters 


Author's Notes: 

hope you enjoy!ll been working on this for a while and i'm very happy to get it published. 

and for all of you who read schoolhouse rock, here's your update on the sequel! iim 8 chapters in. :,) keep your 
eyes peeled! 


1184, off tour. In need of beer money. 


These were the only things running through Tommy's mind at the moment. His older boyfriend and fellow 
Motley Crüe band member, Nikki, was somewhere around. Probably writing in his diary or shooting up. Tommy 


hoped it was the first. 


The drummer was tapping annoyedly on the wooden table in front of him. He brushed his long, curly locks out 
of his eye, bored out of his mind. He finally stood, shoving the chair under the table and trotting around the 
apartment to find his boyfriend. He poked his head into their shared bedroom, finding Nikki, surprisingly, on the 
phone. 


The bassist brought a finger to his lips as Tommy plopped down next to him on the bed, obviously listening to 
someone talking. Tommy watched silently. Nikki was dressed in a soft heather t-shirt and a pair of chopped 
jean shorts he had made himself. They didn't even hit mid-thigh, and when going out on the Town Tommy 
considered them quite slutty and would usually ask his boyfriend to wear a jacket around his waist so he 
wouldn't get felt up; but, also like usual, Nikki didn't give a single fuck. He had bubblegum pink lipstick (the one 
that always stained Tommy's lips) and faded eyeliner on; no fancy wings for today. Tommy felt even more 
disheveled in his ripped jeans and tank top, long dark locks pulled back in a ponytail. He tore out the hair tie, 
tossing it onto the dresser. Nikki watched with sly eyes and a soft smirk as he whipped his head back, undoing 


his luscious curls, mouthing the word ‘sexy’ at him. Tommy snickered. 


Nikki turned his attention back to the phone call. He nodded, smiled, said 'Yes', a few times. Eventually, he said 
‘Thank you', and hung up. Tommy gazed at him confusedly. Nikki grinned evilly. 


"We've got beer money. C'mon, throw on your shoes. We're going for a drive." 


Nikki was already up and hustling to get ready. Tommy stayed sat on the bed, appreciating how nice his 
boyfriend's ass looked in his tight shorts, doing exactly what he tried to protect Nikki from. 


"Why? What's going on?" 


"We're gonna go babysit some rich dude's kids." Nikki smirked, grabbing Tommy by the hand and gently tugging 
him to the front door, where their shoes were. Nikki hopped into his combat boots. Tommy raised his 
eyebrows, shaking his head quickly. 


"Oh hell no - if you trash the place, he'll sue us, and we'll have even less beer money-" 


"We're not gonna trash the place. Hush," Nikki pressed a quick kiss to Tommy's lips, taking his hand again as 


Tommy shoved his feet into his worn sneakers. "Itll be fine. Just get some money, watch some kids. It's cool.” 


"I don't know." Tommy mumbled, following Nikki down the stairs and outside and to the car. The bassist hopped 
in, driving this time as he was the one who knew the address. Tommy followed suit, the chill of spring climbing 


under his light clothing. 
"How many kids?" 


"Just two. One's a seven-year old girl, and the other's a five-year old boy. It'll be fine, babe. | know you're 
great with kids." Nikki laughed softly as they drove. Tommy's nerves were jumping. He suddenly felt the need to 
impress Nikki, and he wasn't sure why. Kids, if they ever happened, were far in their future - he could afford 
a few screw ups now. But he didn't want to. Despite being together for almost four years, neither man 
brought up the topic of marriage, kids, or a real future. Right now it was fast cars, drugs, and rock 'n roll 
with a huge heaping of alcohol. And never forget the sex - although they kept to themselves much more than 
a usual groupie would think. No matter if Nikki never wanted to adopt with him. Tommy wanted to be ready 
incase that day ever did come. He couldn't have his boyfriend thinking he wasn't fit to be a father - oh, Nikki 


said something. 
"What?" Tommy asked, the world suddenly coming back into focus around him. Nikki frowned. 


"You spaced out again. That's alright. | was just saying that this could be good practice for one day when we 
might have kids." 


Ah, fuck! 


"l- You've never brought that up before. You want kids?" Tommy replied dumbly, desperately trying to save 


the conversation 

"Yeah, babe. | tell you all the time how much | love kids. God, l'd love to have a daughter. Girls have such 
pretty names. Skylar or Annie or Selena. We could dress her up as a pretty princess or a badass warrior, 
and-" 

"Heh, heh. you're getting a little ahead of yourself there, Nik" Tommy laughed awkwardly, panic rising in his 
chest. A daughter? That meant he would have to fight every boy he saw. He didn't want to do that. Some 


boys were okay. 


"Whaddya mean?" Nikki glanced over to him, puzzled. He immediately read Tommy's face, like the bolded title of 


a book from afar. He smiled pitifully, leaning over to kiss his lover softly while at a stop sign 


"Don't ever be nervous, baby. You'd make a wonderful father, that | know. And you're gonna be fine with these 
kids. All kids love you." Nikki squeezed Tommy's knee, smiling sweetly. 


"What the hell are you on? | want some. Anything that can make you think I'd be a good father is somethin’ 


strong for sure." Tommy snickered, folding his arms over his chest. Nikki snickered, rolling his eyes. 


"Whatever. We're almost there, so calm your nerves. Everything is gonna be okay." The bassist smiled softly, 


pulling into a large house a minute or two later. 

Tommy bit his lip softly, hopping out of the car at the same time as Nikki. They trotted up the steps to the 
house side by side, Nikki knocking on the door. A tall man wearing a suit opened it a moment later, flashing 
them with a bright smile. He had long black hair, tumbling down past his shoulders. Nikki's eyes widened, 
"Blackie?" 

The taller man faltered, realizing who was standing at his door. 


"Not a word, Sixx. Not. A. Word" 


Nikki snickered under his breath, daring to reach out and adjust his old friend's tie. 


‘| see WASP. is treating you. well?" Nikki glanced past Blackie into the house, eyebrows raising as he took in 
the extravagant accessories. "And you have kids now.’ 


"None of this is mine. Especially not the kids," Blackie snickered under his breath, pushing Nikki's hand away 
from his chest. "I'm living in this old dude's house under a different name while he's on vacation. I'm pretending 
to be a housekeeper. They have a big fridge, y'know - lots of beer | put in there. Feel free to grab some. | 
need it gone before he comes back." He smirked. 

Nikki laughed, crossing his arms over his chest. 


"So, the housekeeper ordered a babysitter. Go figure." 


"Yeah, okay. Why the hell are you two babysitting, anyway? Motley finally crash and burn?" The taller man 
chuckled. 


"No. We just need beer money." Tommy finally spoke up indignantly, much to Blackie's amusement. 

"Hey, drummer boy. Okay, anyway - here's the deal. I'm going to meet a new drummer at the label's office, 
which is why I'm dressed like this. You two are gonna watch these kids and play with them until | get back. 
Maybe three hours, maybe more. The boy is Sean, and the girl is Robin They like The Rolling Stones and 
playing board games. Also, feed them. There's shit in the fridge. Have fun!" Blackie laughed, pushing past them 


and trotting out to a car in the driveway that Nikki was sure wasn't his either. 


And with that Nikki led the way inside the house. Almost immediately he saw the little girl's head peeking 


around the corner. 

"Hey, sweetie. You can come out, we aren't going to hurt you." Nikki murmured softly, crouching down and 
extending his arms. The little girl stepped out, walking forward nervously before jumping into Nikki's arms. The 
bassist laughed, scooping her up. 


"Now, we've just gotta find the boy." 


Tommy was staring at Nikki in amazement, jaw nearly slacked. His boyfriend glanced over to him, raising his 


eyebrows. 

"What?" 

"That was. wow. You're a natural" 

'So are you, if you'd just calm the hell down” Nikki laughed, feeling the little girl, Robin, ruzzle into his neck 


"l. okay. I'll try," The drummer nodded determinedly, taking the lead and poking his head around the corner 


where Robin came from. "Sean?" 


"Aaugh!" A high-pitched cry sounded from behind Tommy. Suddenly, a weight was attached to the back of his 
thigh. And Nikki burst out laughing. 


"Wh- what?" Tommy spun around in a circle, realizing there was a tiny boy clinging to him. Nikki was giggling, 
as was little Robin It made Tommy smile against his will. He reached behind him and snatched up the litle boy, 
settling him against his side. 


"See, | told you that you could do it" Nikki laughed sweetly, walking over to his lover and softly pressing their 
lips together. Tommy ran his free hand through Nikki's hair before gently removing him. 


"Okay, so. three hours. Wanna go see what's in the fridge for dinner? We could put on a movie and play a 
game. wherever those are." Tommy smiled confidently, Nikki grinning with pride up at him. He trotted off into 
an archway that led to the kitchen, tossing a few words over his shoulder: 

"That sounds lovely, Daddy." 

Tommy stopped in his tracks, raising a brow. 


"Nik? Don't you start." 


A playful giggle was the only thing that answered him. He rolled his eyes and followed his lover into the kitchen 
Nikki had Robin sat at the table, another chair pulled out for Sean. 


"Stay there, please." Tommy plopped the boy down, smiling when he nodded. The drummer trotted over to 
where Nikki was looking through the fridge. He snuck his hands around his boyfriend's waist, pressing a kiss to 
his cheek. 


"Look at all this shit. I've never seen a fridge so full" Nikki laughed, not even addressing what he had just said 
before. It nearly agitated Tommy. 


"You're. you're not gonna. 'Daddy'?" Tommy squinted as Nikki turned to face him. The bassist smirked, gently 
stroking Tommy's face. 


"You know groupies call me that shit, right?" 
"Mhm. But it just. fits you so well. When we get kids, you'll definitely be the Daddy," Nikki giggled when Tommy 
rolled his eyes, dancing around in his arms to snag a platter of what looked to be chicken leftovers from the 


shelf. "Let's get some dinner warmed up, Daddy." 


"Okay, Princess." Tommy rolled his eyes. 


"Stop that." Nikki snickered, putting the plate of chicken in the microwave with a wet paper towel over it. 
"What's that gonna do?" Tommy questioned, poking the paper towel before Nikki could close the microwave. 


Ill make it so the chicken doesn't dry out. | may not be a good cook but | do know a few things," Nikki winked, 
placing a flirty hand on Tommy's chest. "Go find a board game; I'll find a movie and watch the kiddos." 


Tommy nodded, pleased with his mission. He scooped up Robin from the table, figuring she might know more 


since she was older. 


"Can you tell me where the games are, sweetie?" Tommy put on his friendliest voice, smiling cutely at her. She 


pointed down the hallway. 


"Some are in my room. and some are in Sean's," She murmured softly, staring down at the floor. "Can you put 


me down, please?" 


Tommy did as she asked, smiling softly. She ran her tiny hands over her pretty pink dress as if dusting 
herself off. 


"What's your name, mister?" She piped up, glancing back up at Tommy. The drummer chuckled, watching her 


strain her neck to see his face. 
"My name is Tommy. And my boyfriend in the kitchen is Nikki" 


Robin nodded affirmatively before taking Tommy's hand in her own and leading him down the hallway. Tommy's 
heart squeezed in his chest - her hand was so little, so delicate. He wanted to take care of her and protect 


her forever. 


"Most of them are in here because Sean used to try to eat the little pieces" She giggled, sitting cross-legged 


on a purple rug in her room. 


"Which one is your favorite?" Tommy asked gently, squatting down beside her. She tugged out a fat box labeled 
‘Candyland. 


"Both me and Sean like this one. We play it with Daddy all the time." She grinned. Tommy took it from her and 
grabbed her hand again as they walked back out to the kitchen 


Nikki was seated at the table, watching Sean eat and making sure he didn't take too large of a bite. 
"Hey, honey. Robin picked out this one." The drummer smiled sweetly, placing the game on the table. Nikki 


brightened, hopping up and taking Tommy in his arms. The taller man laughed softly, wrapping his arms around 
Nikki's waist and pressing a soft kiss to his lips. 


"How's dinner?" 

"Is real good. There's a plate for you on the counter, | already got you some. Sean wanted to wait until you 
got back" Nikki smiled proudly at the young boy, swinging his feet in the chair and pretending he hadn't already 
started eating. Tommy kissed Nikki again. 

"Thanks, baby. let's eat out here and then start the movie." 

"Speaking of the movie, | found a cabinet full in the other room. | picked out Scooby Doo." Nikki giggled, dancing 
out of Tommy's grip to grab his own plate of food. There were two cans of beer on the counter as well; Nikki 
picked one up and Tommy took the other. The two men found themselves seated with the two children a 
minute later, smiling happily as they watched them eat. 


"Tommy?" Robin looked up at them, a piece of chicken stuck to her chin. Nikki reached over with a napkin and 


cleaned her. 

"Yes, darling?" Tommy smiled sweetly, leaning forward on his hand to make sure she knew he was listening. 
"How can two boys love each other? | thought love was only for girls and boys." 

Tommy laughed softly, grabbing Nikki's hand across the table. 

"Well, hon. for most people, love is for boys and girls. Most boys like girls, and most girls like boys. But 
sometimes it doesn't work that way, and when that happens.. well, some boys can love others boys just the 
same as he would love a girl, if he liked them. And girls can like girls too." 

Nikki was giggling, watching Tommy struggle to come up with a little kid explanation 

"I can explain it better than whatever that was," Nikki laughed, squeezing Tommy's hand. "Boys naturally like 
girls, right? For the most part. But sometimes, a boy feels like he's naturally attracted to other boys. And 
that's how we love each other." 

"That sounds like a really rare kind of love! You must be special." Robin concluded, smiling brightly at them. 
Tommy smiled softly, glancing up at his Nikki. The bassist was smiling back. 

"Well, | know Nikki's special. You won't find anyone like him, anywhere, ever." Tommy felt his bottom lip quiver. 
"j" 


"You must really love him, Tommy." The bassist was cut off by a chewing Sean. 


"Oh dear, don't talk with your mouth full. You could choke." Nikki reached across and tipped Sean's mouth shut. 


"You're going to make an amazing father someday." Tommy murmured, biting his lip. Nikki snorted, but blushed. 
Tommy finally broke his gaze. 


"Okay, kiddos. Finish up, and we can go watch a movie and play your game." The drummer couldn't force the 


smile off his face if he tried 
The children went back to eating and Nikki and Tommy went back at staring lovingly at each other. 
After a few minutes, everyone's plate was clean, 


Tommy gathered their dishes up and put them in the sink, making a mental note to wash them later that he 
would probably forget. 


Nikki had rounded up the kids and brought them to the living room. Tommy grabbed the board game off the 


table and walked around the corner, feeling his heart soar at the sight in front of him. 


Nikki was sitting cross-legged on the floor, Robin cradled in his lap, Sean leaning on his shoulder as the movie 
was starting to play on the television screen in front of them. Robin was squeaking something about how Nikki 
was more fun than Steven, and Nikki was giggling over the fact that Blackie was using his birth name as a 


“fake name". What a dumbass. 

Tommy bit his lip, leaning against the doorframe, watching with love shimmering in his eyes. 

Sean turned around, spotting him in the entrance. 

"Come on, Tommy! You're gonna miss the movie!" He giggled, turning back around and plopping down next to 
Nikki. The drummer chuckled when Nikki glanced back, tossing a sweet smile at him. Tommy took his place by 
his lover's side, wrapping his arm around him and pressing a kiss to his cheek, placing the game box in front of 


them. 


"| love you." Nikki murmured, letting his eyes slide shut as he rested his forehead against his lover's. Tommy 
ram his hands through his hair, smiling softly. 


"| love you, too." 


"Can we play the game now?" Sean piped up, shattering the moment. Nikki laughed, assuming he'd have to get 
used to this if they ever had kids. 


"Sure thing, kiddo." Tommy chuckled, reaching for the box and setting up the game. Robin wormed her way out 
of Nikki's grip and sat on the floor opposite them. 


Nikki placed the cards in a stack, giving each of them a little player piece. Sean went ahead and picked his first 
card, moving his little piece and the game began. 


Nikki and Tommy spent most of the time praising the kids for this or that, every few minutes or so poking 
them as they'd get too sucked into the movie and forget their turn. Tommy realized that being a father 


maybe wouldn't be so scary after all 


Once the movie was over, they finished the last round of Candyland. Nikki glanced at the clock and saw it was 
probably a good time to put the kids to bed. 


"Where did you find the game?" Nikki murmured, packing it up while a yawning Robin leaned on his side. 


"It goes in her room. I'll put it back" Tommy kissed his lover's forehead softly, settling the top on the box and 
grabbing it, heading down the hallway. 


Nikki picked up Sean, holding him against the curve of his side and taking Robin's hand. They trekked down the 
hallway, Nikki trotting into Robin's room when he saw Tommy's head poke out. 


"Can you change into your pajamas yourself?" Tommy lifted her up, plopping her on the bed. She nodded, 
reaching for the folded clothes on the bed. 


"Okay. Goodnight, sweetheart" Nikki smiled softly, taking Tommy's hand and carrying Sean out of the room, 
closing the door behind them with a quiet snick. 


"Where's your room, Sean?" Tommy asked softly. The little boy didn't reply. Nikki giggled when he realized he 


had fallen asleep in his arms. 


"I think its here." Nikki whispered, turning to a door half-open. Blue walls lit by the sunset outside seemed 
almost silver. Tommy pulled the sheets back, Nikki gently laid Sean down and Tommy tucked him in 


Nikki felt his eyes watering. He reached blindly for Tommy's hand, quickly tugging him out of the room. The 
drummer shut it behind them and Nikki yanked him to the end of the hallway, which appeared to be the 
master bedroom. The bassist shoved him onto the bed, overcome with emotion, and tackled him. Tommy 


gasped, trying to stay as quiet as possible. 

"Baby, are you alright?" 

"| don't know! | just love you so much!" Nikki whimpered, staring at up him. He wiped his eyes, latching onto 
Tommy. The drummer gazed down at him confusedly, stroking his back. Nikki was laughing softly now, burying 


his nose in Tommy's neck. 


"Hon?" 


"Fuck. Tommy. I'm sorry. | just totally broke down," He laughed, still wiping his tears. "I just. wow. Tucking that 
kid in with you, doing it. together.. oh, god. It just kinda hit me all at once." 


"What do you mean?" Tommy sat up, pulling Nikki into his lap. 


"All this emotion. You. you made me so. proud? Tonight? Oh, god, Tommy. | want a baby. With you. Now. | wish 
| was a woman, | want to have your child, | want it to be ours, really ours. Fuck," Nikki laughed, shaking his 


head. "None of this makes sense. I've never felt this way." 
Tommy sat for a moment, trying to take in what his lover was saying. 


"You'd make a beautiful woman," He finally murmured, stroking some of Nikki's hair behind his ear. "But you're 
already a beautiful man. And that's just how it is.. and that's okay. So we'll adopt a baby, a little girl, like you 


wanted. We'll name her and raise her and she'll be ours, Nik, really ours." 


"Really?" Nikki gazed into his eyes, biting his lip softly. Tommy nodded, starting to feel the same tug of 


relentless emotion on his heart that Nikki had experienced. His eyes began to water. 


"I love you." Nikki whimpered. Tommy rested a hand on his belly under his shirt, kissing him softly. It made 
Nikki's stomach flutter. 


"For now, we can just pretend until we're ready.. a few years? I'd like to get married first." Tommy murmured. 


Nikki giggled softly, snuggling into his lover's neck. He rested his hand on top of Tommy's on his belly. 
"That sounds lovely." 


They broke apart with a start as the front door whipped open down the hall. Nikki leapt out of Tommy's grip, 
skittering down the hall to shush the ever-noisy Blackie. 


Tommy chuckled, following his excited lover down the hall. Blackie was nearly dead on his feet, obviously a few 
drinks down, tearing off the tie and his shirt without much care for the other two men in the living room. 


"Thanks so much, guys. hope they were good. Take your stupid beer money." Blackie yawned, dropping his pants 
and searching through his pockets to find his wallet. He slapped a few hundred dollar bills in Nikki's palm, way 
too much for what they had done, but neither were complaining. The two sober men gazed on in bewilderment 
as Blackie shuffled down the hall, pants around his ankles, his belt dragging behind him making an unpleasant 
screeching against the polished wood floor. Thank fuck he had worn boxers today. 


"Ready to go?" Nikki asked, obviously having seen enough today. Tommy snickered. 


"Yeah, | think our work is done here." Tommy grabbed his hand and led him out the door and back to the car, 


feeling like a changed man in more than one way. 


